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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

EiiUin this thought through the dark-night he Rea- 
Acaptiueviftorthathathloftingaine, (leth, 

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth, 

The fcarre that will difpightofCureremainc, 
Lcauinghis fpoile perplext in greater paine. 

, Shee beares the lode of luft he left bchinde, 

). And he the burthen of a guiltie rainde. 

Hce like a thccuifh dog creeps fadly thence, 

Shee like a wearied Larabe lies panting there, 

He fcowles and hates himfelfe for his offence, 

Shee defperat with her nailes her flefh doth tcare. 

He faintly flies fweating with guiltie feare; 

. Sheeftaies exclayming on the direfull nighr, 

He runnes and chides his vanifbt loth’d delight. 

He thence departs a heauy conuertite, 

Shee there remainesahopelefle caft-away, 

He in his fpeed lookesfor the morning light : 

Shee pray es fliee neuer may behold the day. 

>: For daie, quoth fliee, nights fcapes doth open lay, 

.. i And my true eyes haue neuer pra&jz’d how 
To cloake offences with a cunning brow. 

They 




william Shakespeare 77 ie Rape of Lucrece London, 1594 


THE RAPE OF LVCRECE 

They thinke not but that euerie eye can fee. 

The fame difgrace which they themfclues behold : 

A nd therefore would they ftill in darkenefle be, 

To haue their vnfeene finne remaine vntold. 

For they their guilt with weeping will vnfold, 

And graue like water that doth eate in ft eelc, 
Vppon my cheeks, what helpelefle fliame I feele. 

H ere (hee exclaimes againft repofe and reft, 

And bids her eyes hereafter ftill be blinde, 

Shee wakes her heart by beating on her breft. 

And bids it leap e from thence, where it maiefinde 
Some purer cheft, to clofe fo pure a minde. 

Franticke with griefe thus breaths fhec forth her 
Againft the vnfeene fecrecie ofnight. (fpite, 

O comfort- killing night, image of Hell, 

Dim regifter,andnotarieoffhame, 

Blacke ftage for tragedies, and murthers fell, 

V aft fin-concealing Chaos, nourfe of blame. 

Blinde muffled bawd,darke harberfor defame, 

Grim caue of death, whifpring confpirator, 

V V ith clofe-tong’d treafon & the rauifher. 
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